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“AND | BELIEVE IT \S GUARANTEED TO RUN SIX HOURS WITHOUT REFILLING." 
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‘*The greatest study of Amer- 
ican social life ever contributed to 
American fiction.””"— 7'he Chicago 
Inter Ocean. 
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AMERICAS LEADING CORSET 


‘* Asa story it is absorbing.’’— 
The Bookman. 
































‘* One of the strongest stories of 
the summer.’’—Buffalo Express. 





“Shirt Waist Corset.” 


A distinct and radical style, which all dealers 
sell—for which there can be no substitute. It is 
a luxuriously cozy model. _It gives a low bust 
effect tothe figure, rounding it off intocurves. It 
does away with gawky ridges at the bust and at 
the shoulder blade. This corset is made of 
strong linen Batiste and French lisle net—the 
coolest materials ever woven; it is prettily fin- 
ished and comes in a variety of models. The 
price anywhere and everywhere in the United 
States is—$1.00. If your dealer hasn’t W B's, 
send his name and $1.00 to us and we'll for- 
ward the corset desired. 


WEINGARTEN BROS., Manufacturers, 
Dept. L. No, 377 Broadway, NEW YORK CITY. 


‘The important fact we wished 
to note, however, is in the remark- 
able verity and vividness of the 
story of Chicago in ‘The Web of 
Life.’ ’’—T'imes Saturday Review. 














OF AMERICAN LIFE AND SHOULD BE 








Mr. HERRICK’S POWERFUL WORK OF FICTION 


THe Wes oF LIFE. 


‘‘A FINE AND POWERFUL STORY. . . . 
MOREOVER, IN PRESENTING VIVIDLY A NEW AND IMPORTANT PHASE 
IN AMERICAN LIFE, THE CHAFING OF MEN OF EDUCATION AGAINST 
THE GROWING RESTRICTIONS OF 1HEIR INDIVIDUAL FREEDOM OF 
ACTION BY THE RAPID INCREASE OF ‘COMMERCIALISM’ IN THE PRO- 
FESSIONS, THE COMBINATIONS OF LAWYERS AND DOCTORS INTO GREAT 
RUSINESS ESTABLISHMENTS . . . IT IS A STRONG AND GOOD PICTURE 


HERRICK, 


Author of “THe GospEL OF FREEDOM,” etc. 


Cloth, 12mo., $1.50. 


‘‘ Brilliantly written.’’— Detroit 
Free Press. 

“ Most emphatically worth read- 
ing.’’—Boston Budget. 

- “ There is no exaggeration in the 
statement that there has not been 
a story published in many years 
that has evoked such immediate 
criticism, favorable and otherwise. 
ee It is certain that this book 
will grow in favor and interest, 
and will ere long be numbered 
with the record - breakers at the 
book stores and circulating libra- 
ries.’’—Buffalo Commercial. 


MR. HERRICK SUCCEEDS, 


READ.”’—Tue N. Y. Sun. 


THE MACMILLAN COMPANY, Publishers, New York. 
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i August. For the Dog Days. 
ead- ! = aes : ‘ 
we — O, her sun To the Imperialist who is getting 
the he ie - hotter as the summer advances, 
been ee en ee we recommend a cooling device. Pin 
But what it comes a-flaunting : ‘. ; 
ears the following in your hat. Read it 
liate Along the dusty way. ne 
«98 ie oie cs tained when you anticipate a rush of blood 
. ’ ’ . 
salle A flame of rosy red to the head. And try and forget in 
rest, Behind her slender shoulder, reading it, that Mr. Carl Schurz is of 
— Above her shining head. necessity a fool because he is not an 
_the : : Imperialist : 
bra- The passing wind blows over, eae Weten maine lan 
; pith vs e Filipinos, our late allies against a common 
And faith, ’tis set aswing enemy, refused to be bought like a herd of cattle 
, i Like some new-opened poppy, from that same common enemy, and then the 
EDS, he olde. Glee Glew conflict wantonly provoked by the President's 
[ASE 4 3 “ y, fairy 8: order came, Witha bloody hand we destroyed 
: A tiny, tiny sunshade, their government, that had conducted their co 
INST | Z You'd searcely say would do operation with us, and we carried death and 
. OF ee . Sasiien) desolation into innumerable homes of our late 
? For one—and yet Clarissa’s allies, We killed many thousands of them, and 
PRO- Are always meant for two! the killing isto go on until they are terrorized 
FAT \ and subdued enough to become our submissive 
-URE } What wonder that my fancy subjects. é 


Goes wandering a-dream 
Beneath that dainty shelter 





c : ” 
\ By many a babbling stream, , Sa pte een 
rk. \\ O’er many a sunlit meadow me Instance: 
\ Beside her, and so near “There’s old Moneybags. After 
ss | | That careless as her heart beats making a million he became a vegeta- 
Tis all the sound I hear. rian and a prohibitionist.”’ 
/ 
The echo wakes. She’s coming. © et 
Posts a ae Her Remark. 
She glances at my window. Z 
| nh, ervigrinaon om a USBAND: Didn’t you tell that 
\S O sunshade, little sunshade, cook I wanted my breakfast right 
: Above us two unfurled, on the minute ? : 
; Your narrow arch shuts in Wire: I did. 
for me ** And what did she say ?’’ 
A whole enchanted world ! ‘“‘She said that we all have our 


M. E. W. disappointments.”’ 
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Life’s Guide to Voters. 
We War, Teddy, Tax- Wee the Constitution, 


| ( 


( 


ation and Trusts, Peace, Panic and 
vote for William McKin- Populism, vote for W. J. 
ley. Bryan. 


Unequally Equipped for Debate. 


oe V ELL, Colonel, how’re politicsout your way? ”’ 
‘Quiet, sah, quiet. Nothin’ mo’ doin’ than’s 

if ol’ Backus County was a country graveya’d.”’ 
** How’s that? ”’ Z 
‘* Well, you see, sah, us Bryan men has mostly all CuS-DIAKS— GB 
got Winchestahs, while the McKinley fellahs has 
nothin’ but ol’ muzzle lodahs ; so it’s blame ha’d to 


get up any ahgument that is an ahgument.”’ Farmer Beetle ; GEE WINNIKER! ILL NEVER PLANT PUMPKINS IN MY FARM AGAIN ! 























‘* While there is Life there’s Hope.” 
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19 West THIRTY-FIRST St., NEw YORK. 


Published every Thursday. #500 a year in ad- 
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date of publication, 25 cents. 
No contribution will be returned unless 
accompanied by stamped and addressed 
envelope. 


The illustrations in Lire are copyrighted, 
and are not to be reproduced without special 
arrangement with the publishers. 


Prompt notification should be sent by sub- 
scribers of any change of address. 





HESE be great times in 
the making of history. 
No week, hardly a day even, 
goes by without its change in 
the maps of the world or the 
make-up of governments. 
Small things and little 
people are not get- 
ting their customary 
share of the calcium 
light. A son of Queen 
Victoria, himself a king- 
let in business on his 
own account, has passed 
- away without attracting 
great cttention outside of 
his own immediate circle. 
Were the world less busy 
this event would have 
claimed much space and 
much minute description 

in the daily prints. 

The Boxers are the star performers 
in the public gaze and are doing every- 
thing in their power to make the 
Heavenly Kingdom the reverse of 
heavenly for folks with white skins. 
Our own people in the South are doing 
much the same thing for persons with 
black skins. Great Britain is rapidly 
simplifying the map of Africa, and 
shortly its whole southern end will be 
tinted one uniform shade of crimson. 
The Anarchists have claimed another 
royal victim for their vanity, and, take 
it all around, this year of the Christian 
era promises to give the encyclopedia 
makers considerable work. 

All these things may be making for 
the cause of human progress and the 
elevation of the human race, but they 
do not for one instant divert the es- 
teemed Mark Hanna from his task of 


saving the country from Bryan. 


He 
has left his happy home in Cleveland, 
Ohio, for the Republican party, and has 
left his business affairs in the hands of 
his hired men. He has become a 
commuter, passing his days in New 
York and his nights in Jersey, so he 
may be nearer his job. Is there not a 
lesson in this for the youth of our 
land? Such devotion to his duty as he 


sees it, such unselfish patriotism and 
such untiring industry in a good cause 
are valuable as an example to the 


HE Kaiser Wilhelm is a boon to 
humanity and a well-spring of 
gaiety to the nations. Had the An- 
archists made him their target instead 
of the lamented Humbert, we might 
have been less surprised, but we should 
miss him more from the world’s arena. 
The latest exhibition of his abilities as 
a lightning-change artist is well calcu- 
lated to fill ordinary minds with 
amazement. Of a Sunday morning 
we have him addressing his troops and 
telling them that theirs is a mission 
of vengeance, and they must give no 
quarter and take no prisoners. Of the 
same Sunday, but in the afternoon, we 
have him delivering a sermon to the 
crew and passengers on his yacht 
Hohenzollern. His subject is the effi- 
cacy of prayer, and his text is from 
Exodus xvii, 2. . He wound up this 
portion of the day with an impassioned 
prayer of his own composition. In 
anyone but the Emperor this demand 
for vengeance and almost simultaneous 
appeal to the throne of mercy might 
seem inconsistent. With William it is 
only a commonplace occurrence. He 
will never find his proper place in 
history until his reign has been summed 
up by Messrs. Gilbert and Sullivan. 





PHERE OF INFLUENCE ”’ as 
bandied about in the newspapers 
nowadays is, in a _ general sense, 
supposed to be a claim laid out in 


China by a World Power, which not 
only does not permit of the encroach- 
ment of any other Power, but isa kind 
of protectorate, a species of supervision 
which the Power exercises over the 
territory within the ‘‘Sphere.”’ 

In reality a ‘‘sphere of influence”’ 
is about as follows : A band of capital- 
ists, backed up, of course, by their home 
government, conclude that a railroad 
through certain determined Chinese 
territory, will be profitable. The Chi- 
nese Government allows them to build 
the road, with certain conditions, one 
of the most important being that the 
native population shall be taught to run 
it, and two companies are formed, a 
home and a foreign company. The home 
company usually manages the finances, 
while the foreign company builds and 
helps run the road. Of course the 
understanding is that no other nation 
shallcompete in this territory, which 
is henceforth a “sphere of influence.”’ 

They exist by good wil! of the 
Chinese Government, which takes 
usually a lion’s share of the profits, 
and until China, as was the case in 
South Africa, issettled by a formidable 
number of foreigners, it does not seem 
probable that ‘“‘spheres of influence ’’ 
will be of any special political value, 
except as a prior claim in case of a 
future partition of the Empire among 
the Powers. Thenthey would become 
all-important. 


ECENTLY there was started in 
this city The American Society 
for the Prevention of Premature Burial, 
which has for its humane purpose the 
establishment of a system of positive 
evidence that death has really come. 
Doctors will be required to make cer- 
tain conclusive tests, that all doubt 
may be set at rest. 

This seems a desirable thing to do, 
but were this Society ever so lax in 
its methods there would be no way of 
finding it out. People who are buried 
alive are not likely to make complaints. 
A useful adjunct of this Society might 
be a bureau for defunct politicians, to 
ascertain whether they are really dead 
or alive. 
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She: HOW LOVELY THE STARS LOOK, DARLING ! 
‘* AND YET HOW SAD! INNUMERABLE WORLDS FULL OF MEN BURDENED WITH DOUBT, DEBT, DYSPEPSIA AND DOMEST 
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Our Fresh-Air Fund. 


Previously acknowledged.. $3,737.27 


Gc 0.0 c 6.0 060e cegeoceccseces 5.00 
NR oi esis h eases 5.00 
A. L. H., Burlington, la.... 3.00 
snd ccoebsecencad tuts 50.00 
Gan ode deccvces evencccoess 50.00 
I cv vcvcevadernceweews * 6.00 
Th Se lebanahs acceneodsnes 25.00 
Guests of Hiawatha Lodge 10.00 
Weed aces sth iacthbanenes 10.00 

Members of Miss Vorce’s 

Sabbath School Class, 
Farmington, Conn....... 1.05 
In Memory of Mother...... 5.00 
pe aa 5.00 
a Gy Ptacctwesencasedendee 10.00 
im Memory of Pepper...... 10.00 
Sale of Flowers............ 9.00 
Oe ) Sa ee eer 15.00 
Bellevue Hospital Fund.... 12.75 
$3,968 .07 


ASPER: One is never too 
old to learn. 

JUMPUPPE: O, that idea is out of 
date. The present idea is that one is 
never too young to teach. 

i 


The Trusts. 


ET us corner up the sunbeams 
Lying all around our path, 
Get a trust on wheat and roses, 
Give the poor the thorns and chaff. 


Let us find our chiefest pleasure 
Hoarding bounties of to-day, 

So the poor shall have scant measure, 
And two prices have to pay. 


Yes, we'll reservoir the rivers, 
And we'll levy on the lakes, 

And we'll lay a trifling toll tax 
On each poor man who partakes. 


We will brand his number on him 
That he'll carry through his life ; 

We'll apprentice all his children, 
Get a mortgage on his wife. 


We will capture e’en the wind god, 
And confine him in a cave, 

And then through our patent process 
We the atmosphere will save. 


Thus we'll squeeze our little brother 
When he tries his lungs to fill, + 
Put a meter on his windpipe, 
And present our little bill. 


We will syndicate the starlight, 
And monopolize the moon ; 
Claim a royalty on rest-days, 
A proprietary noon. 
The right of way thro’ ocean’s spray, 
We'll pay just what it’s worth ; 
We'll drive our stakes around the lakes, 
In short—we’ll own the earth ! 
John Kenyon Kilbourn, 
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AN amusing little love story is Oh, 
- What a Plague Is Love, by Kathe- 
rine Tynan. (Chicago: A.C. McClurg 
and Company.) : 





The Web of Life, by Robert Herrick, 
is an exceptionally interesting novel of 
to-day, as novels go. The scene is 


principally laid in Chicago, and the+ 
interest is maintained throughout. - 


(The Macmillan Company.) 


Anyone who wishes to learn just 
how the ‘‘ wheels go wound ”’ inside 
the Trusts can glean that information 
from Mark Hanna’s Moral Cranks, by 
William H. Muldoon of the Brooklyn 
Eagle. The book is more or less of a 
campaign document, but it gives both 
sides of the Trust question clearly and 


in detail anthit is far from dry read- | 


ing. (Brooklyn: George F. Spinney 
Company.) 


A book which is declared to be ‘ in- 
spired by the crisis of 1898-1900,’ 
entitled Liberty. Poems,is a collection 
of anti-imperialist verses taken from 
pericdicals and papers. (Boston: The 
James H. West Company.) 


The series of Westminster biogra- 
phies has been enriched by Robert 
Browning, by Arthur Waugh. The 
pocket size of these books commends 





itself to the reader, and this 
volume, while containing 
nothing new about Brown- 
ing, fulfils its aim—that of 
giving in a compact form a 
readable account of the poet. 
(Small, Maynard and Com- 
pany.) 


Up in Maine, by Holman F. 
Day, is a collection of Yankee 
verses. It is the kind known 
as ‘‘homely,’’ and those who 
care for this sort of thing will 
be well pleased with this little 
book. (Small, Maynard and 
Company.) 

D® GUDUN: What do 

you consider the most 
trying thing in the world on 
a man’s patience? 

Mr. Supsuss: Well, I should say it 
was trying to smoke the stub of a poor 
cigar and wash the dishes at the same 
time. 


The Sanctity of Cows. 


1% India they treat their animals in 
a very different spirit from that 


displayed by the European. It is not’ 


a part of the Hindoo religion to cut up 
alive their four-footed friends when 
no longer of use. They even go so 
far, being cranks and ignorant for- 
eigners, as to treat them very much as 
they treat their own kind. 

We read in the Philadelphia Jowrnal 
of Zoophily—a paper, by the way, that 
alllovers of animals should read—that 
‘‘about ten years ago a society of rich 
Hindoos established a ‘ Workhouse 
Asylum for Aged and Infirm Beasts 
and Birds’ at the Sodepur station, 








Mr. Fatwun: evess ru GET WEIGHED—— 
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“AND HOW OLD IS HE?” 
** TWENTY-SIX:” 


‘““WHY SHOULD SHE BUY SUCH A BEAST? SITE COULD SEE THE SPRING HALT, ANYWAY.” 
‘YES, BUT I TOLD HER HE WAS YOUNG AND WOULD OUTGROW THAT.” 








near Calcutta. More than one thousand patients are now 
in the asylum, and they include cows, bulls, horses, sheep, 
pigeons, hens, cats, monkeys, dogs—in fact, specimens of 
all the domestic animals of India. A superintendent and 
eighty employees have charge of the institution, and the 











The Machine: No, YOU DON’T. 





animals receive skilful care and every comfort. _ Report 
does say, however, that feeling runs high among the 
paupers because of unjust discrimination in favor of the 
cows. The cow holds a sacred position among the Hindoos, 
and, apparently, the cow paupers work their sanctity for 
all it is worth in the way of extra rations and attention. 
Naturally this irritates the animals who don’t own a halo; 
and, upon the occasions when pious natives flock to worship 
the indigent but sacred cows, and bestow gifts upon them, 
the scorn and discontent among the other workhouse 
inmates attain almost the proportions of open rebellion.’’ 


[He Devil has one source of supreme satisfaction—the 
consciousness of work well done. . 


His Material. 


REATUN: Well, I have my new novel almost done. 
Amicus: Why, you haven’t written a line of 
it yet. 
‘True, but I know just where I must go to steal each 
different thing I am going to use in it.”’ 








Home, Sweet Home. 

ROM my vacation I’ve returned 

Sun-browned and tired and glad to rest. 
Ah! After all, the thing I spurned 

Is of all things the very best. 


We never know how much we prize 
The sated joy until we roam 
And then return. To my glad eyes 
How sweet it seems, the dear old home! 


My golf-sprung bones may now repose 
Upon a bed that is a bed. 

And in my oldest suit of clothes 
Upon real food I’m being fed. 


How fine the bath of porcelain 
Looms up to my entrancéd sight ! 
Here are my books! And once again 
I may sit up and read at night. 


Ah, Home, sweet Home, there’s naught 
like thee ! 
My soul with joy and rapture fills 
As on my desk once more I see 
That same old stack of unpaid bills! 


Tom Masson, 


Zoological Politics. 
THe BRONCO AND THE JELLY FiIsuH. 


8 Kerw Imperial Jelly Fish was gasping 


in a lemonade bowl on top of the 
Family Bible on the Piazza, when the 
Boisterous Bronco bucked himself up 
the steps and kicked three delegations 
of patriotic parasites into the green 
sward of Ohio. 

‘* Hello, my soft and silky sardine,’’ 
whooped the Bronco, with a loud neigh. 
**Are we in it? Or does the silver 
serenader of Nebraska bust our slats? 
Speak up, sweet William.” 

‘*Theodore,’’?’ murmured the Jelly 
Fish, plaintively, ‘‘you shock me. 
Why are you not in Oklahoma or Ari- 
zona? Do you realize that your 
obstreperous strenuosity is straining 
vested interests? You are too loud, 
too gory, too expansive for timid in- 
dustry, You convey the impression 
that the tail is wagging the dog, that 
you are the main guy, the whole 
shooting match.’’ 

** Willie,’’ snorted the Bronco, kick- 
ing a hole in the platform, ‘‘ you are 
a wise guy; but you stick to your 
weeping, and I’ll attend to the whoop- 
ing ; you ladle gush, I’ll sprinkle gore ; 
you distribute your platitude and ex- 
pression, and I’ll unload patriotism 
and expansion. I know my place, my 
gentle gazelle, and I know yours. I’m 
the wicked partner, and you’re the 


‘LIFE: 


Y. M. C. A. That’s all right, but 
don’t ever let it escape your mutable 
mentality that I am the only star in 
this imperial combination and good for 
a full house every night.” 

‘Hush! Theodore,”’ the squirming 
Jelly Fish whispered. ‘‘We may be 
overheard and the contribution box be 
switched. I know your value, but I 
do not care to be lost under your hat. 
I may be mild and yielding, and may 
be sat upon, but I will not hire out as 
a doormat. The Octopus is annoyed 
and the Horse Leech alarmed. I pray 
you be more temperate in speech ; give 
yourself a rest; go to—Oyster Bay; 
you are getting on to my nerves.” 

‘* Willie Walloo,’’ roared the Bronco, 
‘‘the Octopus and the Horse Leech are 
peaches, but they have a yellow streak. 
It’s my business to stir up the men- 
agerie. Prosperity, prayer, platitude, 
pathos and all the ps and qs are yours; 
mine is the gusty, gory, galloping, gar- 
rulous, get-up-and-git réle; you squirm 
and salve, I scare and scalp; you bleat, 
I blather ; and we are a corking good 
team. When I am buck-jumping on 
the prairie, you are posing on the 
piazza; you are a sad and solemn 
saviour of the land, while I ‘sick’ on 
the dogs of war. We make music, 
Willie, but you’re the pianola and I’m 
the hurdy-gurdy. You lack humor, 
my weeping, wavering Willie, but 
keep your eye on me. The Octopus 
understands me. I may buck and 
bound, and bump and bounce and 
rattle the band wagon; but you will 
notice that, no matter how high I 
kick, I never jump out of the harness. 
Have you observed that little pecul- 
iarity of your wicked partner, fair 
Willibus? ”’ 

The Jelly Fish sighed and said, 
‘*Perhaps I have misunderstood you, 
Theodore.’’ And as Boisterous Bronco 
bounced from the Piazza and bounded 
into the scarlet sunset cf the wild 
west, he added, ‘‘ But we’ll put you in 
the Philippine paddock safe enough, 
my roystering rough rider, in the sweet 
bye and bye.”’ Joseph Smith. 


Champion. 


ne: Well, my baby took the 
prize at the baby show. 
Topp: What was it, a long-distance 
lung test? 


Where It Hurt the Most. 

RS. MONKTON: You got home 

later than usual last night, dear. 
MonkKTON: Yes. Poker. 
Mrs. Monkton: Poker! You never 
told me that you played poker. 

MONKTON : You never asked me. 

Mrs. MonkTONn (aghast): Do you mean 
to say that every Saturday night you 
have been out during the past year 
you have been gambling — gambling 
with painted cards? 

Monkton : Certainly. 

Mrs. MONKTON (intensely agitated): 
And you told me it was business. 

MONKTON: Well, it is business. 
When a man of my age plays poker 
every Saturday night, he doesn’t do it 
for his health. It’s business pure and 
simple. Why, during the last six 
months I have won five hundred dol- 
lars. 

Mrs. Monkton: Oh! You unnatural 
man! How you have deceived me! 
How could you? How wicked! How 
sinful! To treat me so ! 

Monkton: Nonsense! Playing cards 
isn’t a bit worse than half the things 
you women do. : 

Mrs. MonkTONn (tearfully): Maybe it 
isn’t, but if I had won five hundred 
dollars during the last six months, I 
would at least have given you half 
of it. 


,—— : What are your grounds for 
seeking a divorce? 

PLAINTIFF: Well, my husband has 
developed ascheme for the regeneration 
of the race and for making life worth 
living, and he is practicing on me. 

‘* Granted.” 
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‘* PREVENTS THE HARE FROM COMING OUT.” 








NOT THE ABSENT-MINDED BEGGAR. 
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THE STOUT GENTLEMAN HOPED HE HAD FOUN! 
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HAD FOUND A SECLUDED SPOT FOR THE HONEYMOON. 
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The Touching Tenderness of THE WORM WILL TURN. On Clothes. 











King Karl the First. 


OR hunger and thirst King Karl the 
First 
Had a stoical, stern disdain : 
The food that he ordered consistently bor- 
dered 
On what is described as plain. 
Much trouble his cook ambitiously took 
To tickle his frugal taste, 
But all of his savory science and slavery 
Ended in naught but waste. 


Said the steward: ‘The thing to tempt the 
King 
And charm his indifferent eye 
No doubt is a tasty, delectable pasty. 
Make him a blackbird pie!” 
The cook at these words baked twenty-four 
birds, 
And set them before the King, 
And the two dozen odious, bold and melo- 
dious 
Singers began to sing ! 


The King in surprise said: ‘‘ Dozens of pies 
In the course of our life we've tried, 

But never before us was served up a chorus 
Like this that we hear inside!” 

With a thunderous look he ordered the cook 
And the steward before him brought, 

And with a beatified smile: ‘‘ He is 

satisfied ! ”’ 


Both of these innocents thought. 


‘Of sinners the worst,” said Karl the First, 
“Ts the barbarous ruffian that 
A song-bird would slaughter, unless for his 
daughter 
Or wife he is trimming a hat. 
We'll punish you so for the future you'll 
know 
That from merey you can’t depart. 
Observe that your lenient, kind, intervenient 
King has a tender heart! ” 


He saw that the cook in a neighboring brook 
Was drowned (as he quite deserved), 
And he ordered the steward at once to be 
skewered. 
(The steward was much unnerved.) 
“Tt’s a curious thing,” said the merciful 
King, 
‘That monarchs so tender are, 
So oft we're affected that we have suspected 
that 
We are too kind by far.” 
* # x 
THe Morat: The mercy of men and of Kings 
Are apt to be wholly dissimilar things. 
In spite of ‘‘The Merchant of Venice,” 
we're pained 
To note that the quality’s sometimes strained. 
Guy Wetmore Carryl. 














HE clothes-wearing habit is so 
firmly fixed upon the upper 
millions of the human race that it 
would be difficult to conceive of any 
social revolution powerful enough to 
overthrow it. Yet there is nothing 
else in the whole range of worldly 
activity, judged from the universal 
standpoint of Nature and Art, which 
is in such hopelessly bad taste. Adam 
and Eve started out all right, and had 
they not been side-tracked in the 
Garden, and got the fig leaf idea im- 
bedded in their brains, we might now 
be living in comparative physical 
freedom. We can easily forgive them 
all the other little traits and pecul- 
iarities which they have handed down 
to us, but it is hard to think, that at the 
last moment, when the real business of 
the day was over, and when they had 
fallen and there was no help for it, 
that they should have tacked on the 
clothes-wearing incubus. When we 
reflect upon this momentous affair, we 
may easily conceive that the serpent, 
instead of becoming, in his proper 
guise, the most popular personage of 
after ages, was in reality only the ad- 
vance agent of all the tailoring and 
dressmaking establishments that have 

since existed. 

* * _ 


S° deeply immersed are we in that 
conservatism which compels us to 
do the thing that we have been doing, 
merely because we have been doing it, 
that we have come to look upon our 
modern clothes as a necessity, instead 
of the burden that they actually are. 
And not only is there no help from 
this dilemma, but every succeeding age 
envelops us more deeply in the sar- 
torial mess. 

The evolution of the tradesman 
through long ages has produced a wily 
and resourceful individual, who is not 
only multiplying his ability to sell to 
his victims, but is every year increas- 
ing his cerebral capacity to invent new 
outer folds of raiment. We have only 
to turn from the simple garments of 
the days of Rome and look in on Fifth 
Avenue at almost any hour of to-day 
to perceive what has been done toward 
tightening our chains. What we term 
style is simply the acknowledgment on 
the part of every individual that he 
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hasn’t courage or sense enough to wear 


what pleases him. 
* * a 
|? the legislators of any particular 
community should decide that a 
certain style of garment was more com- 
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fortable than any other, and should 
pass a law compelling everyone to wear 
it, everyone would protest, because we 
are such sticklers for freedom that we 
like to break the laws, if only to show 
our power. But when a few of 
the leading tradespeople get to- 
gether and fix the style for the 
coming season, we ‘fall all 
over’’ ourselves in order to obey 
their mandates. It is much 
pleasanter to be put in jail than 


to be ridiculed. 
* * * 

cGus-pDiAKs —B F we can 
80 easily 

trace the 

clothes wear- 

ing habit 

back to Eden, 


Wwe can as 
easily place our finger on the 
prime mover. The fact is, 
woman is responsible for this 
whole horrible business. She 
it was who first persuaded man 
that clothes should be worn, 
and like the poor dumb fool 
that he is, he has gone on wear- 
ing them 
ever since. 








Private Greenwood : 
AGAINST THE LAMP-POST. 


DARN IT ALL! THIS IS WHAT I GET FOR SLEEPING UP 


To-day, he 
rises in the 
morning and 
arrays him- 
self ina 
dozen differ- 
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ent affairs, each one cut on lines which 
are about as meaningless and ungrace- 
ful as the vulgarity of generations 
has been able to produce. 

The Monday line of wash in a back 
yard jars on the artistic sense like an 
active rheumatic harp on the tym- 
panum, but when proud man puts 
these identical togs on, so ‘doth 
custom breed a habit’ that he is puffed 
up with immense pride and walks 
around among all the other animals as 
the Lord of creation. When he goes 
out of doors he puts on his head either 
a cloth box, or a stiff cloth bag, or that 
shining instrument of torture known 
as the silk hat, which it has taken the 
idiocy of ages to produce. 

* * * 

ND the worst of it is that woman 
spurs him on to doit. Wearing 
clothes is her chief occupation, and she, 
therefore, makes him her partner in © 
the fatal habit, fearing that if he isn’t, 
he might wake up some day and find 

out how uncomfortable he really is. 

Erasamus, 


ce para, what is the vain pomp and 
glory of this world?” 
‘*My son, it’s the things we preach 
against when we don’t succeed in 
getting them.”’ 





MICUS: So you have another baby 

at your house. What is he like? 
EmInEeNT CRITIC: Well, he is not very 
interesting but he is mighty convincing. 
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Elegy in a Country Parlor. 


THE cuckoo clock proclaims the knell of day, 
And mother goes, astute and tactful, she. 
Then father bedward wends his weary way, 
And leaves the girl to darkness and to me ! 
Hayden. Carruth, 





ISLIFES . 
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ONTEST 






V HAT will be the future condition of the United States 
of America in its governmental, social, political, 

domestic, artistic, literary, sporting, religious or other 
aspects, as a result of the election of either Republican or 
Democratic candidate ? 

For the best reply to this question from either point of 
view, LIFE will give 

A Prize of One Hundred and Fifty Dollars in Gold, 

seventy-five dollars in gold to the second best, and 
twenty-five dollars in gold to the third best. 


Conditions. 

All manuscripts should be addressed to the Editor of Lirg, 19 West 31st 
Street, New York. 

The competition is open to regular subscribers for Lirz only. All new 
subscribers will be included. 

Competitors must limit their arguments to four hundred words each. 

The manuscripts should, where possible, be typewritten, on one side 
only of the paper. 

The winning argument will be printed, together with such others as may 
seem to LIFE worthy of that honor. 

Names and addresses of the writers should accompany all manuscripts. 
In no case will these be printed without the permission of the sender. 
Those who desire their manuscripts returned should enclose a stamped and 
addressed return envelope. Otherwise all unavailable manuscripts will be 
destroyed. 

Each manuscript may bear a pseudonym, which will be printed with 
the argument. 

The Editors of LIFE are to be the sole judges of the merits of the argu 
ments. As a guide to competitors, however, it may be stated that th 
arguments will be judged by three standards, in the following order : 

1. Humor. 2. Originality. 3. Literary Merit. 

The date on which the contest will close will be announced later 





BOY who was not yet five years old was very naught) 

one day. The mother of the lad was in great distress, 
and, though it was his first venal sin, she felt it her duty 
to reprimand him severely. 

Finally, after a long and serious talk, she told him that 
she would have to punish him in some way, but that she 
would need toconsider just how until the following morning. 

Then she talked to him of God, and finally said that God 
would punish him, too ; that she did not know how, but that 
the punishment would surely come. 

After a few moments of silence, the lad, with a twinkle 
in his eye and a soothing, conciliatory tone in his voice, said : 

** Pil tell you what todo, mamma. Never you mind any- 
thing about the punishment, but leave it all to God.” 


‘iar 


“Tact Beats Talent.” 


_A CeaTAIn friend of ours is in the habit of asserting 
that 

‘* Tact beats talent.’’ 

Now a missionary without tact is like a soldier without 
courage, and both would better stay at home. But the 
missionary, with or without tact, goes gaily forth among 
the heathen. He may be cut up cold and served in sections 
or roasted whole at a barbecue—it matters little to him. 
Others equally enthusiastic are ever ready to take his place. 
¢ The other day, in Boston, the Reverend Dr. EK. E. Strong, 
editor of 7'he Missionary Herald of the American Board, 
said : 

Let no Christian for a moment entertain the thought that the Church of 
Christ is to withdraw from mission work in China because of the rebellion 
within the empire, That would be pusillanimous, indeed. Sucha thought, 
we are persuaded, would be not entertained for a moment by any one of 
our missionaries in China. 

Now there is one fact painfully clear to all the world— 
except to missionaries: that is, that he—the missionary—is 
not desired in China. But the pleasure of jamming his 
religion down the throat of somebody who does not want it 
is a delight too keen to be abandoned. Let us be tolerant 
with the victim, the helpless heathen. And when the 
victim, goaded to desperation by the verbose and tactless 
missionary, becomes wild and murderous, let us consider 
our own probable behavior under similar conditions. Per- 
haps the missionary is yet more deserving of our sympathy, 
as he is in a business demanding the greatest tact, while the 
fact of his being in that business is strong evidence against 
his possession of the article. 


Reasonable. 


Ts FATHER: Look here, my boy, you told me you 
would need only five hundred dollars for your 
college term, and now you want five hundred dollars 


more. 
THE Son: But this is for the things I don’t need. . 








dee Wooomad, 








A CANDIDATE. 











BP ag | 135 


sy Gar, dats se taeiemmninerteatataad 





FOR A BASHFUL SUITOR. 


He: 1 CANNOT BEGIN TO TELL YOU HOW MUCH I LOVE You. 
“DON'T YOU THINK, ANYWAY, THAT WORDS ALONE ARE INADEQUATE?” 
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WILLIAM WALDORF ASTOR'S LAMENT. 
(With Apologies to William Shakespeare.) 


Farewell, a long farewell to all my greatness ! 
This is the state of man: to-day he issues cards 
To some swell musicale ; to-morrow sulfers 
To show his arrogance to all who come ; 
The third day comes a guest—unwilling guest ; 
And,—when he snubs Sir Berkeley Milne in public 
He writes a card in anger,—apologizes 
And then he falls, as Ido. I have ventured 
Like foolish millionaires that swim on bladders, 
This many summers in a sea of royalty ; 
But far beyond my depth : my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me ; and now has left me, 
Weary and old with anger, to the mercy 
Of a rude world that ne’er will tolerate me. 
England and all else of this world, I hate ye: 
I feel my head new balanced. O, how wretched 
Is that poor man that hangs on princes’ favors | 
There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to, 
That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin, 
More pangs and fears than wars or women have ; 
And when he’s snubbed, he’s snubbed as I am, 
Never to be received again. 

—Chicago Saturday Evening Iera‘d. 


Henry FE. Dixey was on Broadway again the other day, 
looking brown as a berry and fit as an athlete after his 
month’s sojourn at White Plains. 

“* Well you are looking fine,” remarked a friend. 
does Muldoon feed you on?"’ 

“Chicken,” replied Dixey, sententiously, ‘only he 
doesn’t knowityet. You see, next season in ‘ The Adventures 
of Francois,’ I am to play a thief, so just by way of getting 
into training for the part, I steal one of Muldoon’s chickens 


“ What 








every morning, and get the cook to broil it for me on the sly. 
I have accomplished the remarkable feat of eating thirty 
chickens in thirty consecutive days.”’ 

* And you still like them?”*’ 

*Yes,—and better still, the chickens like me Why, 
when I sneak into the hen-house now they all cackle: ‘I 
wish I was in Dixey.’ "— News-Letter. 


LORD MorRIs, of the Irish Bench, whose procedure is 
more noted for wit than for judicial dignity. was once trying 
a case at Coleraine, in which damages were claimed from a 
veterinary surgeon for having poisoned a valuable horse. 
The issue depended upon whether a certain number of 
grains of a particular drug could be safely administered to 
the animal. A dispensary doctor proved that he had often 
given eight grains to a man, from which it was to be inferred 
that twelve for a horse was not excessive. 

“Never mind yer eight grains, docther,” said the Judge. 
** We all know that some poisons are cumulative in effect, and 
ye may gotothe edge of ruin with impunity. But tell me 
this : The twelve grains—wouldn’t they kill the devil himself 
if he swallowed them?”’ 

The doctor was annoyed and pompously replied : 

‘*T don’t know, My Lord ; I never had him for a patient.” 

From the Bench came the answer : 

‘* Ah, no, docther, ye niver had, more’s the pity! 
old bhoy’s still alive.” — Wuve. 


The 


AN old man in Georgia named Jack Baldwin, having lost 
his hat in an old dry well one day, hitched a rope to a stump 
and let himself down. A wicked wag named Neal came 
along just then, and, quietly detaching a bell from Baldwin’s 
old blind horse, approached the well, bell in hand, and began 
to ting-a-ling. Jack thought the old horse was coming, 
and said : 

‘‘Hang the old blind horse ; he’s coming this way, sure, 





and he ain‘t got no more sense than to fall inon me—whoa, 
Ball!” 

The sound came closer. 

“Great Jerusalem ! The old blind fool will be right on 
top of mein a minit—whoa, Ball—whoa, Ball.” 

Neal kicked a little dirt on Jack's head, and Jack began 
to pray : 

“Oh, Lord, have mercy on—whoa, Ball—a poor sinner; 
I'm gone now—whoa, Ball—our Father, who art in—whoa, 
Ball—hallowed be thy —gee, Ball! gee ! what'll I do ?—name, 
Now I lay me down to sl-gee, Ball!*’ [Just then in fell 
more dirt.) ‘Oh, Lord, if you ever intend to do anything 
for me—back, Ball! whoa!—thy kingdom come—gee, Ball ! 
Oh, Lord, you know I was baptized in Smith’s mill-dam— | 
whoa, Ball! ho! up! murder! whoa!”’ 

Neal could hold in no longer, and shouted a laugh which 
might have been heard two miles, which was about as far ag 
Jack chased him when he got out —Adlan/a Journal. 






























BOOKER T. WASHINGTON tells the following story of a 
member of the “* po’h white trash,’ who endeavored to cross 
a stream by means of a ferry owned by a black man. 

“Uncle Mose,” said the white man, *‘ 1 want to cross, but 
I hain‘t got no money,” 

Uncle Mose scratched his head. 
money tall?’ he queried. 

‘*No,”’ said the wayfaring stranger, “I haven't a cent.” 

* But it don't cost but three cents,” insisted Uncle Mose, 
“ ter cross de ferry.” 

‘1 know,” said the white man, “ but I haven't got the 
three cents.” 

Uncle Mose was in a quandary. “ Boss,’’ he said, “I 
done tole you what. *Er man what's got no three cents am 
jes’ es well off on dis side er der river as on de odder.” 

—Exchange. 


“ Doan’ you got no 
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The Brunswick Cigar is now and always will be the best Cigar Look La 4 - 
for the money—consistent in quality, quantity and price. Try eae 
them once—you will smoke them always. Cigar. 











Transact a general 
banking business. 
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GOOD UNDERSTUDIES. | 


John; an! YOU SHOULD GET MARRIT, JANET, AND THEN YOU WAD HAE SOMEYIN TO LOOK AFTER YE, 
Janet: mE! ME GET MARRIT! WHAT WAD I DAE WI’ A MAN? I'VE GOT A PARROT THAT SWEARS AND A MONKEY THAT 
SMOKES, AND THAT’S QUITE ENOUGH FOR ME. —Moonshine. 


— 


RAL. 










































































8 ie Se 


+ aes 


ee SS NT ee a See Se eae 











Acta 


i 





“ Yassirn,”’ said Erastus Pinkley. ‘‘ When I made my | 


“Lars * 








“1 SEE that a woman doctor up in Chicago says that only 


appearance in dat convention, | was de object of mo’ atten-| one woman in one thousand is fit to bring up children.” 


tion dan anybody else in de place. Dey jes’ riz up in dar ! 
seats when dey saw me comin’ down de aisie.”’ 

“Did you make a speech?"’ | 

“No, ’ndeed ; I had a bucket of ice water an’ a glass.” 

— Washington Star. 
MR. SCHOEN’S FINANCIAL SAGACITY. 

When a shrewd, cautious and successful business man | 
selects a certain Insurance Company for the purpose of taking 
out a large investment policy, he pays it the highest pussible 
compliment, and it is fair to assume that when such a man 


makes a contract involving the ultimate payment of hundreds | 
of thousands of doilars, he does it with his eyes open, and | 


after a careful investigation. 
This being the case, the Prudential Insurance Company 
may well feel proud of the policy written on the life of Mr. 


Charles T. Schoen of Pittsburg, who has recently taken one | 
of its 5% 20-Year Gold Bond contracts for $250,000, the first 


premium on which was $18 270. This is one of the largest 
investment policies ever written in this country, and its value 
as an advertisement to the Prudential is greatly increased by 
the character and reputation of the gentleman who bought it. 

Mr. Schoen is the inventor and manufacturer of the 
Pressed Steel railroad cars. In his works at Pittsburg he 
employs 10,000, and the pay-roll of the Company is said to be 
$125,000a week. The annual consumption of steel plate is 
no less than 400,000 tons, and it is estimated that 100,000 men, 
women and children make their living directly or indirectly 
from the great industry established by Mr. Schoen. 

It must be conceded that a man who can develop and 
operate such a business possesses exceptional ability, and 
his financial sagacity is demonstrated by the fact that he 
appreciates the insurable value of his life and hus made 
through Life Insurance the wisest possible provision for 
the future. . 

One may be sure that before taking out this policy he 
first satisfied himself of the absolute security of the Company, 
and then carefully examined the details of its contracts. 
Furthermore, he found it one of the most attractive invest- 
ment propositions in the market, 

Full particulars of this valuable policy, such as selected 
by Mr. Schoen, will be sent to anyone upon request to the 
Home Office of the Company at Newark, N. J. 


AT this point of the story our heroine swept across the 
room. There being nothing else for our villain to do without 
violating the unities, he got up and dusted. 

— Indianapolis Press. 


* How do you buy your ice here?” 
‘* Well, we buy it by the damp spot on the sidewalk, but 
we pay for it by the hundred pounds.” 
— Chicago Tribune. 
REAL REST AND COMFORT FOR EVERYONE. 


There is a powder to be shaken into the shoes called 
Allen's Foot-Ease, inveuted by Allen 8S. Olmsted, Le Roy, 
N. Y., which druggists and shoe dealers say is the best thing 
they have ever sold to cure swollen, burning, sore and tender 
or aching feet. Some dealers claim that it makes tight or 
new shoes feel easy. It certainly will cure corns and bunions 
and relieve instantly sweating, hot or smarting feet. Allen’s 
Foot-Ease costs only a quarter, and the inventor will send a 
sample free to any address, 


INQUISITIVE ONE: What do you think the future of politics 
will be like? 
SENATOR GOTROCKS: Same’s’t is now; every man for 
himself, and the country’ll take care of itself. 
— Syracuse Herald, 


“No,” said Senator Lotsmun, “ most of us have nothing 
to do with Smallpyle. He tried to use his official position as 
a Senator to fatten his pocketbook —and failed. Failed, sir, 
most disgracefully !"’— Chicago Tribune. 


OSCAR’S 
SAUCE 


**As served at the Waldorf 
Astoria.” 





have it on every table. 





Summer hotels. should | 
| 





“Tll bet she’s one of the ones,” 
— Clevelund Plain Dealer. 


TOWARD THE SETTING SUN. 
The extraordinary diversity of this country’s physical and 


| industrial features is brought into prominent view by the two 
| favorite overland routes to California—one via Ogden and the 


other via New Orleans. These two routes are operated by the 
Southern Pacific Co. For information and descriptive litera- 
ture, address the Southern Pacific Co., 349 Broadway, N. Y. 


“ ARE you ready for your summer outing?’ asked her 
dearest friend. 

“Not quite,” replied the sweet young thing. ‘‘ Of course, 
I have my bathing suit, my bicycle suit, my golf suit, my 





tennis suit, my yachting suit and my riding habit, but, as we | 


are going to one of these quiet places merely for rest and 


relaxation, I will, of course, have to have a few evening | 


gowns and possibly half a dozen suitable for lawn parties 
| and all that sort of thing.” 
Thus she demonstrated that she had been there before 


resort advertisement. — Chicago Post. 


HOTEL VENDOME, BOSTON. 
Accessible location, excellent table, prompt service. 


A YOUNG preacher once started out from New Albany, 
Indiana, full of ambition and enthusiasm. He told his friends 
he was going on a mission—a great one—others had failed, 
but he would not. It was to reform the world. He returned 
in about five years, and this was what he said : 

“T thought I could reform the world. After a while I 
reduced my sphere to Asia. Then I concluded the United 
States would suit me best. 





I returned to New Albany, and, after observing the effect of 


and knew what “quiet country life’ meant in a summer | 


When I did not succeed in | 
making as many converts as I thought I should, I decided | 
upon concentrating my work in Indiana, About a month ago | 


| my last sermon, I have come to the conclusion that I will be | 


| d——d lucky if I save my own soul.”’ — Hrchange. 


AN American make, superior to any European make, 
its bouquet lovely, Cook's Imperial Champagne Extra 


Dry. 


“It must be conceded that modern warfare is far less 
inhuman than the fights our ancestors used to have ” 

“ Yes,” answered Oom Paul; ‘I don’t believe the 
proudest warriors of Greece or Rome ever enjoyed the 
luxury of retreating in a private car..’.— Washington Star. 
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The most com- 
fortable garter a 
man can wear— 


BRIGHTON 
Silk Garter. 


Flat, nickel clasp 
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and trimmings, pure silk elastic 


web. 


All colors, newest patterns. 


2c. pair at furnishers or by mail. 


PIONEER SUSPENDER CQ., 
718 Market Street, 
Philadelphia. 
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“Oh,What Rest 
and Comfort!” 


N’S FOOT-EASE 


A Powder for the Feet. 


Shake Into Your Shoes 


Allen’s Fo.t=Ease, a powder for the 
feet. It cures painful, swollen, smarting, 
nervous (eet, and instantly takes the sting 
out of corns and bunions. It’s the great- 
est comfort discovery ot the age. 
Allen’s Foote-Ease makes tight-fitting or 
new shoes feel easy. Itisacertain curefor 
ingrowing nails, sweating, callous and hot, 


tired, aching’ eet. e have over 30,000 testi- 
monials, RY IT TO-DAY. Sold by 
all Druggist ¢ and Shoe Stores, hc. onot 


acceptan imitation. Sent by mail for 
25c. instamps. 
TRIAL. PACKAGE 


FREE gent by mail. Address 
ALLEN S. OLMSTED, Le Roy, N. Y. 


(Mention this magazine) 














artist. 


Alois P. Swoboda 


apparatus whatever and requiring but a few minutes time in your own room 
just before retiring. By this condensed system more exercise can be obtained 
in ten minutes than by any other in two hours and it is the only one which 
does not overtax the heart. 

It is the only natural, easy and speedy method for obtaining perfect 
health, physical development and elasticity of mind and body. 


ABSOLUTELY CURES CONSTIPATION, 
INDIGESTION, SLEEPLESSNESS, 
* NERVOUS EXHAUSTION 


and revitalizes the whole body. 
Pupils are of both sexes ranging in age from fifteen to eighty-six. and all 
recommend the system. 
condition individual instructions are given 
Write at once for full information and Booklet containing endorsements 
from many of America’s leading citizens to 


ALOIS P. SWOBODA, 34-36 Washington Street, CHICAGO, ILLS. 


CHARLES DANA. GIBSON’S 


PEN AND INK SKETCHES. 


We publish a full and complete line of “ Japan Proofs” 
of all the choice and popular subjects of this well-knowr 


Since no 





PRICE $2.00. 








teaches by mail with perfect success 
his original and scientific method of 
Physiological. Exercise without any 


two aap are inthe same physical 
n 


each case. 





These proofs are printed on Japan paper, mounted and 
matted ready for framing. Size, 15x20. 


SEND 10 CENTS FOR CATALOGUE. 
LIFE PUBLISHING CO., 1g West Thicty-First Street, N. Y. 
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LIFE’S PUBLICATIONS 








Ready September First. 


FORE! 
Life’s Book for Golfers. 


A richly illustrated book, carefully printed on 
heavy paper, dealing exclusively with the game of 
Golf in its amusing and sentimental aspects. Draw- 
ings by Gibson, Hanna, Gilbert, Richards, Blashfield, 
Hutt, and many others. 

Cover Design by Gibson. 
Price $2.00. 


HALF PORTIONS. 


Fifteen short stories by the cleverest of, Lire’s 
writers, profusely illustrated and handsomely printed. 


Price $1.25. 


ATTWOOD’S PICTURES. 


An Artist’s History of the Last Ten Years 
of the Nineteenth Century. 

A collection of the clever and satirical vignettes by 
Francis GitpertT Attwood, illustrating the history 
of our own time, 

Price $3.00. 


‘COONTOWN'S 400 


Drawings of Darky Life. 
By E. W KEMBLE. 


Printed on heavy paper and bound in cloth, 
with special cover designed by Kemble 
Price $2.00, 





Mr. Kemble’s technical ability, added to his appre- 
ciation of an absurd situation and a keen sense of 
humor, make his pictures mirth-provoking. 

—brookiyn Times, 


Barbara Frietchie, 


THE FREDERICK GIRL. 
A Play in Four Acts. 


By CLYDE FITCH. 


* Cover lithographed and Shinn’s portrait of 
Julia Marlowe in colors. Complete 
text. Thirteen plates of scenes 
from the celebrated play. ‘ 


Price 50 cents. 





Ready October First. 





Life’s Gibson Calendar 
For 1901. 


Thirteen large cards, each having, besides the 
usual monthly calendar, large pictures and remark 
sketches by Charles Dana Gibson, all held together 
by heavy cord, and handsomely boxed. 


Price $2.00. 





PREDICAMENTS 


A Book of Short Stories 
of Society Life . . . 
By LOUIS EVAN SHIPMAN. 
Illustrations by C. D. Gibson & T. K, Hanna, Jr. 
Cloth and Gold. Price $1.00. 


A delightful little volume with which to amuse one’s 
selt before the open fire of an evening. ‘This is one ot 
those books over which one may have a “good 
time.” —Soston Budget. 





Mythology for Moderns 


An Up-to-Date Text Book 
for Up-to-Date Students... 


By JAMES S. METCALFE. 


Illustrations by Gibson, Attwood, Chip, 
Hertford and others, 


Cloth, with decorative panels. Price $1.00. 


A number of good laughs—at least six to a page-— 
lie tucked away in the pages of Mythology for 
Moderns,—Aoston (lobe. 

‘The author has made a book brimful of fun. 

—Waterbury American. 





‘*Taken From LIFE.” 


A DAINTY VOLUME of Clever Society 
Verse and Illustrations from LIFE. 
Eighth Thousand. 


Full leather binding, $1.50. 
Club binding, 75 cents. 


This little book makes a delightful birthday or 
holiday gift. 








FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKDEALERS, OR SENT POSTPAID ON RECEIPT OF 
PRICE BY 


LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, 


19 West Thirty-first Street, 


NEW YORK CITY. 
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WERE THEY PLAYING HAMLET? 
Mrs, Todgers: 1 WANT SOME EGGS FOR MY LODGERS THE ACTORS. 


The Shopkeeper ; FOR COOKING OR PRESENTATION PURPOSES, MUM? —Moonshine, 





x, ¥ 
While Rock» WaTeR 
You do not know just what it is, if 
you never drank a White Rock 
Lemonade. Lemons and sugar 
with water which has ‘‘the vim and 
life without the bite,’’ make a sur- 
prising combination. White Rock 
mixes perfectly with all beverages. 


WHITE ROCK MINERAL SPRING COMPANY, 
Waukesha, Wis. 





“A Genuine Old Brandy made from Wine.” 
— Medical Press (London), Aug, 1899, 








4\ LEA & PERRINS’ 
‘a. SAUGE.,,.. 


inal & Genuine worcesté 








and digestible.— Gives a delicate flavor to 











| Welsh rarebits, Lobster-Newburgh.Oysters,etc. 
Beware of /mitations ro every bore. — . “d fk eg “ 





Makes all Chafing-dish cookery palatable | 





LIFE. Vol. 35 now ready. Bound in Maroon and Gold, 


Green and Gold, Full Black. PRICE, $4.00. 


If Copies are returned an allowance of $2.00 is made. 


MARTELL'S 
THREE STAR 
BRANDY 


AT ALL BARS AND RESTAURANTS. 





It is 
“Our Plain Duty” 


to advise you to buy straight 
Hand-made,  Sour-mash} 
Whiskey, 


©ld 
Crow 
Rye 


because it’s not only reliable, 
but is the best for you, as are 
§ all straight articles of food 
and drink. 














| H. B. KIRK & Co., Sole Bottlers, N.Y. 
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